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One day in autumn 2013, my wife Becky and I were organizing our basement when she asked, “What’s in that box?” 
“Things my dad made, but I don’t remember 
exactly,” I answered.
“The box has been here since we were married 
30 years ago. I think it’s time to open it, don’t you?” 
she said as she went upstairs.
Dad had constructed the nearly casket-size, 
outrageously heavy wooden crate to store the overflow 
of metal artwork he had made. He had reinforced the 
four vertical edges, added heavy-duty handles on the 
ends, hinged a plywood lid, bolted a hasp for a lock 
in front, and installed casters. The crate had junk atop 
years of dust. “I’d open the box if I knew where the 
key was,” I said as I wondered.
Box for Dad’s Treasures
After searching Dad’s tool closet and work-
bench, I guessed the key had to be in one of the dozens 
of glass storage jars Dad had suspended from the floor 
joists in the basement. Inside one bottle was key-re-
lated miscellany – adjustable rings, chained fobs, and 
loose and broken car and desk keys. At the bottom 
were duplicate Eagle Lock keys, joined together with 
white string, attached to a stiff but crumbled paper la-
bel. On the label, Dad had written in pencil the Arme-
nian words for the things I’ve made. He was the son 
of Armenian immigrants and before attending public 
school, spoke only Armenian. When my sisters and 
I were young, Dad insisted we attend Armenian lan-
guage school. That schooling paid off when I yelled up 
to Becky, “I think I found the key.”
Becky returned downstairs, and we giddily 
looked at one another as I put one of the copied keys 
into the lock and turned it. Miraculously, the eagle’s 
talons loosened. I removed the lock from the hasp, 
flipped it up, and opened the lid. Toward the top of the 
cavity, Dad had built a wooden frame that held three 
redwood trays he had rough-sawn. The trays were 
lined with graph paper, on which were strewn dozens 
of miscellaneous objects - drills, calipers, plastic cards 
with screw thread sizes, fingernail-size jagged metal 
fragments, jewelry, and tiny bicycle seats that Dad had 
machined but rejected. Before Becky and I removed 
the trays, we turned to one another. This was it, the 
mother lode of Dad’s metal art. With the trays now laid 
out on the floor, we spied inside the box. It was then 
that I remembered Dad had called the box by its Arme-
nian word, soondoog. Dad had packed it with his art, 
the lightest pieces toward the top. He hadn’t wrapped 
anything but positioned one item atop another and sep-
arated tiers with poster paper. Like excited children, 
Becky and I extracted the objects one at a time: solid 
brass ashtrays (nearly everyone smoked then), alumi-
num butterfly trivets, a copper demitasse cup and sau-
cer, a fist-size stainless steel teapot, and an aluminum 
baseball. Then came larger, heavier objects: a brass 
wagon with a keg and an asphalt roller, both about the 
size of a shoebox; a full-size solid aluminum baseball 
bat; and a hard-to-lift candlestick telephone made of 
copper.
For nearly two hours, Becky and I removed 
and scrutinized pieces of art from the crate and placed 
them on the concrete floor. We felt as if we were in a 
movie - Raiders of the Lost Ark or National Treasure. 
Not knowing what to do next, we left the objects and 
closed the now precious soondoog. We paused for din-
ner, then talked and talked about what to do next.
Abraham Megerdichian was born in Massachu-
setts in 1923. After graduating from Rindge Technical 
School in Cambridge, Abe enlisted in the Navy, serv-
ing for three years - or as he would have said, tinkering 
- as a ship’s cook in the Pacific during World War II. 
He returned home and worked his entire forty-year ca-
reer as a machinist at General Electric, making aircraft 
engine parts.
During my engagement with Becky, Dad made 
several presents for her. Knowing she was a tennis play-
er, he crafted a paper weight/duffel bag with a tennis rac-
quet attached. He also made her what I hoped wouldn’t 
become an ominous present, a carving knife inscribed 
with her soon-to-be married name and our wedding 
date. Unfortunately, Dad didn’t make it to our wedding 
in 1983 for he passed away only months before.
Beginning in the early 1950s, Dad scavenged 
through the scrap metal dumpster at his factory, look-
ing for odd pieces to refashion into recognizable ev-
eryday objects. Among his earliest pieces was a pair of 
adjustable-height candle holders for Mom. Each was 
composed of three detachable sections of solid brass 
- round base, column shaft, and bulb-like holder for 
the candle itself. Humorous by nature, Dad machined a 
toy truck set for me when I was only four months old: 
a solid aluminum tractor to pull three different trailers 
– a box truck, a car hauler, and a log carrier. Dad con-
tinued making his art right up until he died. By then, he 
had created several hundred objets d’art.
Dad’s motivation during his artistically prolific 
thirty-year period was to gift his creations to us family 
members for birthdays and holidays. We displayed our 
presents on wooden shelves that he designed and built 
for our living room. As time went by, older gifts were 
retired to the soondoog to make room for newer ones.
After opening the soondoog, Becky and I 
agreed that it was necessary to document and photo-
graph the collection. For about one year, I spent all 
my free time assigning each piece a unique name and 
code number, which I recorded in a spreadsheet, along 
with weights, sizes, and any background information I 
could recall. Soon thereafter, Becky and I invited my 
family to discuss what to do with the art. We present-
ed our case that Dad’s handiwork was art, and that it 
should be shown publicly. I reminded everyone that 
Dad had exhibited his art three times - twice in public 
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libraries and once in our church hall. Mom, who was 
in her 80s at the time, fondly recalled Dad’s displays, 
yet she was worried. She felt the pieces were Dad’s 
personal gifts to us and, as such, were private. I con-
tended that we owed it to others to have an opportunity 
to view Dad’s art, suggesting that we solicit a museum 
to display some of the pieces. At first, family members 
disapproved, uniting in a skeptical chorus of concerns 
about safety, security, and insurance. Mom said, “If we 
lose just one piece, I’ll simply die.” Nevertheless, we 
came to an agreement. The family would sanction my 
quest to get the items displayed, provided I resolved 
logistical issues. 
I began my search for a hosting venue by visit-
ing a local industrial museum on open-house day. Into 
my parka pocket, I put Dad’s masterpiece, his brass 
violin with horsehair bow and case, and wrapped them 
in the plastic bag my daily newspaper was delivered. I 
asked the director to allow me 30 seconds to show her 
one piece of artwork for a possible display. Amazed at 
Dad’s stunningly accurate creation, she offered to view 
the collection. Overwhelmed by the large number of 
pieces and the expert skill with which Dad had pro-
duced them, the director committed to host an exhibit.
Brass Violin with Horsehair Bow and Case
Since then, I have succeeded in getting Dad’s 
art displayed at nearly 20 venues, including the Boston 
and Providence Children’s Museums and the Museum 
of Science in Boston. Other exhibits are planned local-
ly and for as far away as Arizona. I have had articles 
published and have appeared on television and radio 
broadcasts. My goal is to get Abraham Megerdichian 
recognized as a bona fide artist and to establish a mu-
seum dedicated to his art. To help accomplish this, I 
have returned to college, pursuing a master’s degree 
in non-profit management. Finally, I have gathered a 
committed group of supporters who have tirelessly of-
fered their expertise in conservation, photography, and 
web design.
I have come far during the past eight years but 
know there is much more to be done. Opening Abe’s 
soondoog has, indeed, changed my life. Finding your 
treasure can change yours.
For more information, visit:
www.abesartwork.wordpress.com.
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